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ADVERTISEMENT. 


MRS. ROBINSON i; extremely happy in having an opportunity of embellishing this 
a Poem with 50 fine a Resemblance of the QUEEN OF FRANCE, taken from a Portrait 


by the Marcnioness DE MARNESIA, whose exquisitely beautiful Paintings are 50 
much admired, and 40 justly celebrated, 
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LATE QUEEN OF FRANCE. 


WurN, the dread scene of death and horror o'er, 
Reaſon's calm eye, Time's tablet shall explore; 

When the dark pEMONs of destructive ire, 

No more shall see devoted hosts expire; 

When, o'er the desolated clime, the WISE . 
Shall bid, Too LATE, the sacred OLivx rise! 

Then Jus ric shall the dreary spot illume, 

Where Piru lingers on the Max TYR“ s tomb; 

And, scatt'ring Sorrow's incense, sighing, Say 


«Thy FAME, ILLUSTRIOUS SOUL! shall Nz'ER DECAY!” 


And oft, when wand'ring on some distant shore, 
Musing o'er scenes of bliss, he taſtes no more! 
B 2 
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The HoLY Ex1LE shall, with uprais'd eyes, 
Implore, for THEE, the raptures of the skies! 
Though sad, forlorn, a stranger to repose, 
Celestial Faith shall mitigate his woes! 

And PATIENCE, bending from her sphery throne, 
Shall bid his throbbing heart some solace own! 
Yet, as the pious sufferer dende his way, 

Cheer'd by the prospects of ETERNAL DAY, 

Oft shall he pour his orisons divine, 


Forget his pangs, and only wEEe FOR THINE! 


The PII ORIM who, with tearful eye, shall view 
The Moon's wan lustre on the midnight dew, 
As through the lonesome labyrinth he strays, | 
Sooth'd by her lamp, and guided by its rays, 

Shall offer up to heaven an humble pray'r, 
(For contrite sighs are ever welcome THERE!) 
That, in seraphic realms, thy sour may know 


That bliss, INHUMAN RAGE denied BELOw |! 


Ah! who can trace, nor feel a pang severe, 
The dawn of joy, that usher'd thy career! : 
When, round thy youthful form, divinely gay, 
Ecſtatic rapture wing'd the hours away! * 


THE LATE QUEEN OF FRANCE. 


When, from the perfum'd couch of soft repose, 

Mok LUsTROUs THAN THE MORN, thy BEAUTY rose! 
When all was pleasure, adoration, ease; 

For row'R was temper'd, by the wisH To PLEASE; 
Where all around thee, charm'd the dazzled view, 

For ever splendid, yet for ever new; 

Adorn'd with gems, to GALLI1A's Sons UNKNOWN, 


DomesTic ViRTues, glitt'ring round THE THRONE ! 


Who can reflect, nor drop the tenderest tear 


On the dread progress of thy fate severe! 


Hurl'd from the Lor T1EsT height of human BL1ss, 


To the worsT horrors of DESYSAIR's abyss! 


To bear th' insulting cruelty of those, 


Who, from thy sUuBJEcTs, to thy TYRANTS rose! 
Who, dead to all the feelings NaTure owns, 

Mock'd at thy nusBAND's pangs, thy iNFANT's groans ; 
Tore the pale darlings from thy panting breaſt, 

And made MATERNAL woes, the rabble's jest ; 


The bonds of wedded virtue rent in twain, 


And Truth's white bosom stampt with falschood's stain ! 


Deny'd the decent aid of female hands ! 


No kind domestic waits her meek commands ! 


1 | 
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On a straw pallet, in a dungeon laid 
By ALL suspected, and by ALL betray'd! 
No friend to counsel, and no kindred sigh, 
To waft the balm of sa1NTED $YMPATHY |! 
Yet, midst the tortures of the direful plan, 550 
Which thrills with noxROR through the breast of Man, 
Not all the rage of Her L's abhorr'd decree 


Could force one:SUPPLICATING TEAR from THEE ! 


by 
1 


As the rich FLOw'RET on the mountain's side 
Unfolds its charms, and blooms with harmless pride ! 
Rais'd 'midst the clouds, to combat ev'ry blast; 

Too Hon for shelter, and too fair to last! 


Awhile, contending with the varying spheres ; 


Now blushing beauteous ! now adorn'd with tears! 
Still braves the mid-day sun, the chilling night, 
Sweet to the sense! and lovely to the sight! 

Nor heeds the torrent, rising o'er its bound; 

Or the dark skies, in tempests gath'ring round; 
Till from the flinty steep the waters flow, 

Pouring destruction Ger the vale below; 

And sweeping, with their desolating pow'rs, 

The tow'ring cedars, and o'erhanging bow'rs! 
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From rock to rock the frothy columns bound, 
Deaf 'ning calm Nature with the fateful sound; 
Till, by no barrier in its course confin'd, 

It whelms the plain, and leaves no trace behind! 
No waving FOREST to adorn the scene ; 

No HUT to tell what oN the spot HAD BEEN; 
No sweet diversity enchants the eye; 

One liquid space reflects the low'ring sky! 
While on its troubled surface, spreading wide, 
Float the torn fragments of the mountain's pride! 
Till all, celestial bounty gave, defac'd, 

One dreadful cuaos triumphs o'er the waste! 


Such is thy lot, O GaLtia! such the RAG 


That blurs, with crimson spots, fair NA rums page! ; 


That leaps the bounds of Re ason, and destroys 
The law's strong barrier, and the subjeR's joys ! | 
That roots up all the sacred rights of Turn! 
The claims of Ao, the energies of vouru! 
Bids Commerce tremble, Justice hide her scale, 
Contention revel, and Revenge prevail! 
Religion perish in the guilty mind, 

And Devastation riot unconfin'd! 
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While ALL are RULERS—ALL, alas! are $LAves! 
Eacn dreads his fellow, EACH his fellow braves! 
While, in one horrid mass, ALL miseries blend ; 
Each shuns his BROTHER, and each fears his FRIEND! 
The Sox, with blood-stain'd faulchion, strikes the Six ! 
The PARENT smiles, to see the Sox expire! 
Against his LoRD, the VAssAL wields his spear! 


The vaunting ATHEIST mocks the VesTaL's tear! 


The lawless ID 10T lifts his ruthless arm, 
To tear from SeixxcE every graceful charm! 


While Genx1vs from the madd'ning tumult flies, 


Weeps o'er her w1TH'RING BAYS, and 8EEKs thesK IIS! 
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.. | "MW | Far o'er the Globe, from all his kindred driy'n, 
+ Behold the sacred Minister of Hz av's! 
The pious PASTOR, wand'ring o'er the earth, 


Of MIND enlighten'd, and of noblest birth! l 


B = : * 5 : ; With-whose proud race, the proudest VIRTUES came, 3 
1 —_ 4 | To prove their rant, their sEconDARY claim; 4 
_ LT Who, 'midst the dutics of religious life, Rn : 4 

Shrunk from the clamours of domestic strife. | 


Wu. is urs lot? To weep in some lone bow'r, 


3 And count New sorrows with each passing hour: > OI Eq 
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To view the radiant MoRN with aching eyes, 

O'er the far distant promontory rise ; 

Diffusing bliss o'er NATUuRE's CHILDREN gay, 
Who laugh and labour through the peaceful day ! 
Who fear no ruthless hand to check their joy, 

No mandate dire, EXISTENCE to destroy! 
Wuo, blest with conscious innocence, can smile, 


Unstain'd with blood, and unreproach'd with guile ; 


All the long day the task of toil endure, 


Contented, simple, peaceful, and sxcukEl 

To sx; the INFANTS, like fair branches rise, 

The cherish'd offspring of serenest skies; 

While the rough PARENT, like the OAk shall last, 
To nurse their tender beauties midst the blast; 


Till, nourish'd to perfection, they aspire 


To match the STURDY virtues of their StRE! 


Turn to the BEAUTEOUSS MARTYR! AUSTRIA'S pride! 


Epitome of ALL—to worth ally'd! 


Mark, in her alter'd and distracted mien, 


The fatal ensigns of the pangs within! 


Sce those fair tresses on her shoulders flow 
In silv'ry waves, that mock the Al INE snow ! 
8 | 
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Where a are their waving braids of glossy 200d. 

That crown'd her brow, in many a silky fold? 

That brow, so wither'd by Affliction's blast! 

So stampt with AGE, before her PRIME was past! 
Where are the graces of that witching form? 

Torn from their home, and scatter'd to the storm! 
Those eyes! like sayPHIRE gems were wont to shine; 
Bright beaming samples of their x ATIVE MINE | 
WHAT ARE THEY Now? clos'd in the sleep of DEATH! 


Their BLAZE extinguish'd by ReBELL1oN's breath! 


Yet, as the tempest threaten'd their abode, 


A stream celestial from their radiance flow'd ! 
Like setting 8TARs, they left their humid spheres, 
And their last fainting lustre gleam'd through TEARSG 


On! I have seen her, like a sun, sublime! 
Diffusing glory on the wings of T1ME ! 
And, as revolving $eaSONS OWN his flight, 
Marking each brilliant minute with DELIGHT ! 
Yet not to pleasure ONLY was she prone ; 
She made the mis'ries of mankind her own ! 


No oxtentation lessen'd pity's meed 


UNSEEN she GAVE ! and SILENCE seal'd the DEED [ 
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She sought no plaudits ſrom obsequious pride 
She paid HERSELF—for NATURE was her guide 
For consc10vs rapture, to the tott'ring shed 
Oft would she fly, to bless the mourner's bed; 
There, bending o'er the aged widow's form, 
With smiles celestial, chase the wint'ry storm 
Heal the stung bosom with compassion's tear |! 
Pour balmy council in the startled ear! 

Fan, with her sighs, the fever of the brain ; 


Y 


And, by PARTAKING, lessen EV RY PAIN | 


SHUNN'D be the FienD, who, in these dreadful , 


Would brand ER mem'ry with 1NFERNAL CRIMES ! 


SHUNN'D be the MoNsSTER, who, with recreant art, 

Beyond the GRAvz, would hurl DeETRAcT1oN's dart! 

With sacrilegious hands, relentless tear 

The blood-ſteep'd LAUREL, newly planted there! 

For, though insulted, massacred, defam'd, | 

The LAUREL, STILL, her peerless virtues claim'd! 

| While, round the rugged 80d, dread silence reigns, 

The cherub, Tx urn, obliterates its stains. 

Then let the Musz her weary sorrows trace, 

And CAannour blot the records of Dis6RAce! - 
C2 
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Nurs'd in the cradle of IMPERIAL STATE, 

Her infant dreams proclaim'd a milder fate! 
Enchanting visions sooth'd her op'ning mind; 
Though young, enlighten'd ; and though gay, refin'd ! 


Succeeding years roll'd on; and, as she grew, 


Each flecting hour presented raptures new ! 


Fresh as the breeze, that fans the breast of Max, 


dhe scatter d perfumes on the face of day! 


Pride of her regal line, in youth's soft grace, 
She bloom'd, the loveliest blossom of her race 


Transplanted from the Bow' of sweet repose, 


With GaLLia's Lilies blending Aus TRIAS Roſe; | 


Form'd to adorn a cottage or a throne ; 


For all that sooth'd the senses was her own! 


A stranger, from her native land, she came; 
Her dow'ry BEAUTY, and her passport FA MR! 
Too young to play the subtle courtier's part, 

She charm'd all eyes, and gladden'd ev'ry heart ! 


Too innocent, deceptive wiles to plan! 
(Her pow'r acknowledg'd, c'er her reign began,) 


So exquisitely fair, so mildly gay 

She made the wisest converts to her way! 
To rule, she sought not; for obedience hung 
On the soft accents of her tuneful tongue. 
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Her smile could guide the stubborn heart, or move 
The soul of ArATHV to thrills of Love ! 

Each playful action spoke the fire of youth; 

Her blush was innocence ! her voice was truth ! 
She trod the flow'ry paths of bliss supreme; 
Delight her guide, and gratitude her theme ! 

Till, midst its sweets, the sERPENT, Envy, grew, 
Hating her charms, and sick'ning at their view ! 
Pre-eminent she shone !—Each lesser light 
Shrunk from HER radiance, in the glooms of night : 
Yet, like malignant sTARs, with potent pow'r, 
Flam'd the fierce DzMoNs of the vengeful hour; 
And scatter'd 'midst the storm, their borrow'd rays, 


To prove the Sux was sET that bid THEM BLAZE ! 


First, low complaining murmurs echo'd round, 
While pleas'd Contention caught the sullen sound; 
Then, while the mischief conjur'd up despair, 
Each thought his wrongs too infinite to bear: ; 
Too rash to follow Rrzaon's sober plan, . 3 
They marr'd the TRIUMPH they had scarce BEGAN 
Now, mark the howling tempest far and wide! 


Mark, on the winds, infuriate spirits ride! 
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O'er the proud fabric, and the painted dome, 
Long-threat'ning shadows spread imperyious gloom ; 
Death talks, unmask'd, beside the scepter'd hand, 


While round the regal chair, dark demons stand; 


With cries of murder, now the Palace shakes, 
And all is RUIN, e'er REFLECTION wakes ; 
Where the rich banquet met the dazzled eye, 


A thousand sheathless poniards glitt'ring lie; 


While the loud cannon roars destruction round, 
Triumphant Mischief smiles at ev'ry sound; 
And'Mar ice pilfers all the sweets of rest, 


And plants the THoRN oF wor in BEAUTY'S BREAST. 


For crimes LON PAST, when erst Oppression's hand 
Drove weeping FREEDOM from the GALL1c land; 
When TxvuTH fled, trembling, and subdu'd with fears; 
And GODLIKE VIRTUE only shone in tears 
For woes LONG PAST, inſatiate Ire decreed, 

The jusT should fall! the guiltless heart should bleed! 


Tur HEART which shudder'd at recorded crimes 


Stampt on the tablet of disastrous times ! . 
Which shrunk, aghast, at ev'ry dreadful view 
That shew'd past centuries, black'ning as they flew! 
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When recreant 8ATELLITESs exulting shone, 

Their Ig a meteor, and their ere the throne! 
Was it for THosz, the last illustrious race 

Wash'd, with their blood, the page of dire disgrace! 
Was it for THOR, an ALIEN's heart was torn 

With taunting Insult's agonizing thorn! 

While-low she bow'd, in with'ring graces drest, 
TRUTH in her eye, and VALOUR in her breast ! 

Was it for Thosx ill-fated Louis fell, 

Midst the vile clamours of the rabble's yell? 
Forc'd from his shrieking infants! and deny'd 
A parent's comfort, and a parent's pride! 
Dragg'd to the fatal agonizing goal ; 

His only crime—the MEEKNESS OF HIS SOUL | 
For, ah! while mem'ry ponders o'er the page, 
That marks the regal line from age to age, 


Distracted GALL1A! thou shalt NEVER see 


So rare a Scio from so frail a tree! 


Mark the LAsT scene of his disast'rous state, 
When patient VIRTUE brav'd the lance of FATE! 
When, on the scaffold, crimson'd o'er with blood, 


The Monarch! Husband! Parent! Martyr! ſtood 
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Amidst his subjects, midst his foes severe; 


No pitying friend his parting sigh to hear! 

E'en then, high tow'ring o'er all human woes, 
Above HIMSELF, the smiling vicriu rose! 
And, braving human sorrow's vengeful rod, t 


Breath'd his LAST pray'r, and gave his 80UL To Goo 4 


Thus the proud EAGLE, whose strong pinions soar, 
With dauntless eye, day's sov'reign to explore; 9 
Sees all around transcendent glory blaze;. 


The woRLD beneath, an aToM to his gaze! 


Yet through the airy regions grandly flies, ES | 
And drinks the viewless nectar of the skies: 
In the bland space he wields his lordly flight, 


—- And riots in the plenitude of light! 
Till thick'ning vapours choke the fost' ring stream, 


Veil the faint stars, and shroud the orient beam! 


Swift to the world beneath, his pinions sail, | P 


; 7 Where the tall cliff hangs low'ring o'er the vale; 

J Where, rock'd upon the forest's waving crest, 5 - 3 

3 He left his offspring in their mother's breast. nj 

3 TuxRR, too, he finds the ruthless tempest's pow'r, | 25 T 
q The blue-wing'd lightning, and the whelming show'r! - 

3 4 4 
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Tur Rx, the shrill blast, the rifted Pins lays low, | 

| : While down the rocks the mingling cataracts flow; | f 

1 His darling va T, his little unfledg'd nRooD, A 

3 Dash'd on the foamy bosom of the flood! | 

Loud thunders mock th' atrial Sov'REIGN's cries, | 

: Till,” midst the dreadful din, he soars, AND pigs! 

| 

Yet, ere the Mus her mournful task resigns, \ 

I And the last CyPpREss GARLAND fondly twines; 

5 Ere the faint emblems of her grief sincere, 

; Shall fade beneath Reflection's frequent tear ;— 

5 She turns, with curious eye, the woes to trace, | 
| Heap'd on the BREATHING SUFF'RERS of thy race; - | 

i Who, daily pining in a dungeon's gloom, | 

Anticipate the silence of the tomb! 

Who, all the live-long day, unseen, alone, 

* Pour the deep cadence of the tort' ring groan; 

Start, if the winds along their prison creep | : 


_ Slumber to dream of DEATH, and wake to were! _ 
Who, each new dawn, behold a glimm'ring ray | 
Shed through their drear abode, a pous rr day ; 
And when the evening sux, with purpling light, 
Proclaims the coming shade of fearful night: ©  / 
D a. 
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Then, as the feeble infants wond'ring stand, 


On their cold flinty couch, with tearful eye, 


Clasp'd in each other's arms, the mourners lie; 
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Bebold, with Faxcy's all- creating eyes, 

The bleeding sr TRESs of their x1nDRED rise! 
Mark, from each bosom gash'd, a crimson tide, 
Life's tepid fountain from its channels glide ! 


The wipow'p Mork casts a wistful gaze 


On the sweet darlings of her splendid days; 
On her PALE CHEEK the frozen TEAR still dwells, 


Like APRIL DEw upon the sNow-DRoOP's bells! 


Her quiv'ring lips, in murmurs, seem to say, 7 
« I come, my CHERUBs, from the realms of day! | 
Thy father triumphs in the spheres of REST, N 
% And shares the endless transports of the BLEST! ; 


4 There, far remov'd from Fate's disastrous frown, 


« He Lives, possess d of an IMMORTAL CROWN! 


The fleeting $8PECTRE waves its snowy hand! 4 
The paly lamps, that feebly gild the gloom, I 
A fainting gleam of blueish light assume: 

The moaning wind through ev'ry crevice blows; 


Down the damp wall the midnight vapour flows: 


They tremble, whisper, sigh, yet fear to weep, 
Till naTuze, faint with anguish, s1nxs 1N e rrxrI 
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See, in a neighb'ring CELL, a with'ring form 

Lists the fierce howlings of the midnight storm; 
Till, through her prison lattice, she descries 4 
The op' ning radiance of the morning skies! 
Upon the iron window's triple grate, 
The chirping RED-BREAST hails his freezing mate; 
Spreads his weak wing, to meet the sux's faint ray, 
And sweetly twitters forth his matin lay: 
While the FAIR vicT1m of supreme despair 
Beholds the free-born commoners of air; 
Envies their happy lot, and feebly cries, 
Ye little harmless trav'llers of the skies, 
Why quit your leafy bow'rs, your verdant plains, 
And wing your flight to Mis'ry's dread domains? 


Why, from the breezy hill's enamell'd side, 


To these sad Tow'Rs your whirring pinions guide? 


Hence, ye poor minstrels! hence, nor listen here! 
Where pining sorrow drinks her frequent tear; 
Where vengeance bares her never-weary fang. 
And smiles, insulting, on the suff'rer's pang; 
Where each corroding torment mocks relief, 


And DRATR, DEATH ONLY, ends the REIGN or GRiee! 
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Is there, in all the legends of past times, 


An era, blacken'd with such wanton crimes ? 


Such barb'rous M1scuitrs! sweeping from the earth 
Religion, talents; innocence, and worth ! 
Nor, o'er the high-born BASE, ALoNne it low'rs ; 


O'er ALL it spreads its agonizing pow'rs! 


The wise, the good, the brave—all feel its force! 
Uncheck'd by reason, torpid to remorse. 


All smear'd with Gore, pale LI BERT appears, 


— 


Her smiles contending with repentant tears; 
No more her hand fair flow'rets scatters round; 
Her faulchion steams from many a recent wound: 


O'er shatter'd pyramids, ſhe madd'ning flies, 


- Pow in her arm, and murder in her eyes; 
Scar'd by the clamours of the furious fage, 


She spares not worth, nor genius, sex, nor age! 

All records perish by her rash decree! 

The wreaths of VAL OUR; pride of Cyivalry; 
The ScvLeToR's art, the boat of many a clime, 


(Snatch d from the derolating grasp of Time); 


The PalxTER's glowing canvass, which — 


The finish'd study of laborious days— 


Heap'd in one sacrilegious ruin lie, | 
Feeding the flame that menaces the sky! 
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| While I6NoRANCE points the victims of its ire, 
And loads with off' rings, the insatiate fire! 
Deep dying murmurs float upon the gale, — 
And ev'ry zephyr bears some woe-fraught tale! 


Here, Wipows pine, not daring to complain; 


There, OR HANS languish for a PARENT slain! 


The mountain Pe AsANT quits his lone retreat, 


His clay-built cor r AR, and his vineyard neat! 


No MoRE, at Eve's „ INFANTS run, 


While the vale reddens with the sinking sun, | 


1 To greet their weary SIR, whose laboùrs hard, 


Meet, in their dear embrace, their sweet reward! 


No More, when WiNnTER desolates the grove, | 0 


He listens to the voice of wedded love; 

Trims the clay hearth, and, as the faggots blaze, 
Chaunts the old ditty of his grandsire's days; = 
While his fond mate the homely meal prepares, ö 
Smiles on his board, and dissipates his care: „ 


No MoRE, amidſt the simple village throng, 

He joins the sportive dance, the merry song! 
Now, torn from Tusk, he quits his native wood, 
Braves the dread front of WAR, and pants for blood 
Now, to his REAP-HOOE, and his pastoral reed, 


The crimson'd PIKE and glitt'ring 8woRD eucceed! 
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His russet garb, now chang'd for trappings vain; 
His rushy pillow, for the tented plain! 
No MoRE his matin song's melodious note 
Along the mountain's breezy side shall float! 
No moRE his board, with luscious yRUITs supply'd, 


Shall mock the banquet, of luxurious pride! 

No Mort sweet slumbers bless his midnight hours“ 
No more Hopes strews his daily path with flow'rs! ; 
From his lorn breastall earthly comforts fly ; | | J 
He hates to LivE—yet MORE, he FEARS to DIE! | ; 
Now, when the tardy day begins to rise, 
And ſhort-liv'd slumbers quit his fey'rish eyes, 1 
Fancy, with agonizing pow'r, displays | | 5 
The peaceful comforts of his HAPPIER DAYS! g 
Shows, on the PALLET of his former rest, 3 


His INFANTS moaning on their MOTHER's breast; 
Pinch'd by pale Famine, sinking to the grave ; = 
No poop to nourish, and no FRIEND to save! | $ 
Ah! then he cries, half madd'ning with despair, 


« Is THIS THE FREEDOM I was CALL'D TO SHARE ? 


« Where is my clay-built nur? where, wont to reign, 
„The little monarch of Love's FREE DOMAIN? 
„My smiling PARTNER clasp'd me to her breast, 


% My INFANTS bless'd me, ere I sUuNK To REST !” 
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Turn to the NoBLEs! THERE let PIT view 7 
THe MANY suff'ring for the GUILTY Few! 
Perish the wretch, who, sanction'd by his birth, 
Presumes to persecute the child of worth! 
Perish the wretch who tarnishes descent 
By the vile vaunting of a life ill spent! 
Who sullies proud propinquity of blood, | 
Yet frowns indignant on the Low-BoRN Good! \ 
| 2 | Who shields his recreant bosom with a NAME; 
| M And, FIRST in INFAMY, is LAST in Fame! 
: Ver let REFLECT1ON'S eye discriminate 4 
: The difference 'twixt the M1GHTY and the GREAT! 
a 4 | VIRTUE is still 1.LUsTR1ovs, still sublime, 
1 In Ev'Rx station, and in xv'x clime! ; 
Tur can derive no eminence from birth, 
] Rich in the proud supremacy of wor TH ; 
= | Its blest dominion vast and unconfin'd, 1 | > ] 
$ Its Ro.] N ETERNAL, and its THRONE THE MIND! 
? TEN, Heav'n FoRB1D, that PREJUDICE should scan, 
With jaundic'd eye, the dignities of man! 
That Persecution's agonizing rod 
: Should boldly smite THE © NOBLEST woRK or Gop!” [ 


That Rank should be a RME, and Grxius hurl'd 
A mournful wand'rer on the pitying world! 
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Ver, HEav'n FoRB1D, that IGNoRaNnce should rise 


On the dread basis where RELIGION dies! 


That L1zeRTyY, immortal as the spheres, 


Should stecp her LAUREL in a nation's TEARS! ? 
Oh, falsely nam'd! Does LI BERT require 

The CuIL p should perish for the guilty SIR ? 

Does LIBER T inspire the ATHEIST's breast, 


To mock his Gop, and make his Laws A JesT? 


Does LiBERTY with barbarous fetters bind 


HER FIRST=BORN HOPE, THE FREEDOM OF THE MIND? 


HENCE BOLD USURPER of thatuzav'n-TAUGHT POW'R, 
Which wings with ecstacy, MAN's transient hour ! 
Which bids the eye of Rx asox cloudless shine, 
And gives MoRTALITY A CHARM DIVINE! 
*Midst the wild winds, the lordly DAR tow'rs; 
Progressive days invigorate its pow'rs ; 

The earlier branches, with'ring as they spread, 
Round the firm root their coarsest foliage shed; 
While the proud TREE its verdant head rears high, 
Waves to the blast, and.seems to pierce the sky ; 
Till the rich TRUNK, matur'd by length'ning years, 


Through all their wond'rous changes, braves the spheres ; 


Flings its rich fragrance on the gales that sweep 


The humid forehead of the mountain's stcep ; 


. uA LLC IO 
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Mocks the fierce rage of elemental war, 


The BoL T's red svlphur, and the THUNDER's jar; 


ik And, when around the shatter'd fragments lie, 


3 
nes > "> 


The stricken victims of th' infuriate sky— 


* 1 
1 . 
4 "Eg : 


Amidst the wrecks of NATURE scems to climb 


= SUPREMELY GRAND, and AWFULLY SUBLIME ! 


So Heav'n-taught REasoN, whisp'ring to the sense, 


In NATURE's pure persuasive eloquence; 


Points out, amidst Creation's mazy plan, . a 


The vast, the varying mis'ries of Man : 
of Then, as ExPpeR1ENCE comes with piercing eye, 
From his stern gaze delusive visions fly; 


Then radiant KnowLEDGE rushes to his view, 


Spurns the DECEPTIVE, and adopts the TRUE ; | 7 
Tears Folly's tinsel trappings from his breast, 
Which shines in TrRuUTH's in vulnerable vest! 
Thus arm'd against the su As of life he goes, 
Smiles at their menace, and resists their woes; 
While on his mind, in conscious VIRTUE GREAT, 


The sH1ifLD of Reason blunts the Lance or FATE! 


Immortal Gznivs! let the votive line, » 
The Muss LAUREL, and her FAME, be THINE ! | = 7 
| = 
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For THnov shalt LIVE, when PRIDE's indignant eye, 
Clos'd in eternal solitude, shall lie! 


When Tos, who flutter'd through their Vu day, 


| Shall, like their FoLLIES and their NAMES, decay; 


When the faint mem'ry of 1NFER10R souls, 


Down the dark channel of OBLIVION rolls — 
Tuou SHALT $URvIvE! Then let not Envy's frown 


Blast the proud TRoPHIEs that compose THY CROWN | 


Let not the poiſon of a REPTILE's sting 


Contaminate the luſtre of THY wing! 


But from each flaming plume indulgent give N 
A pitying ray, to bid the IxS ECTS Live. I 
Trace, ir THOU CANST, one straggling spark of worth, « 


One gleaming ATOM to adorn their birth; 


For little virtues dazzle in the proud, 


As STARS shine lustrous midst a vast of cLoup! 


Then, GeNnivs, let the toilsome task be THINE, 
To LABOR in the dark precarious MINE ; : 2 
And if, amidst the chaos, thou u, find 2 
One great, one beauteous attribute of mind, 

To twine round MeriT's brow the wreath of Famer, 


And give Nobility A Lor TIER NAME ! 


= ILL-FATED QUEEN | then let the tribute just, 


The PotT's NuMBERs, consecrate THY dust! 
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And when new ages shall thy Faiz unfold, 

On the red page of Massacre enroll'd, 0 
PHILANTHROPY, with shudd'ring heart, SHALL trace 
The $ToRMs that bow'd the L1LIES of thy race! 

VE r, 'midst the desolating gloom descry 
TRANSCENDANT CHAPLETS that shall NEveR DIE! 
The wonDERS oF THY MIND shall HisT'RY own; | 
The BRIGHTEST GEMS that glisten'd round thy throne; 
Which gave THE charms beyond the glare of pow'r, 
To brave thy foes, and gild thy LA TEST HouR! 

And when thy weary 50UL, on wings sublime, 

Sought its DEAR PARTNER, in a purer clime; 


Thy $UFFERINGS left on 'TRUTH's recording page, 


An AWFUL LESSON FOR EACH FUTURE ACE! 


FINIS. 
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